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Daedalus and Icarus 
By 
Melanie Vanderkolk 
''I'm sorry sir," the desk attendant 
began with a low, pessimistic tone, "but 
the earliest flight to the Kansas City 
Airport with availability is not for another 
four hours. I can put you on that one if 
you like." 
Odys sighed and briefly set his 
forehead on the gray desk in front of him. 
"I have been on a plane flying in circles 
around this airport for almost half an 
hour, and now I'm really trying to get back 
on one? Heck, what's the hurry?" 
Mac stepped up behind him, 
placing his arm on Odys' back and saying, 
"Yes, please put us on that flight. We 
appreciate it." Then he began leading his 
friend away and called a quick, "Thank 
you!" to the attendant, who was preparing 
herself to tell the passengers behind them 
that they, too, would have to wait several 
hours before finally heading home. 
"Odys, this is the last time that I'm 
going to tell you that things will be alright, 
and that we will get home. You know what 
you need?" he stopped to shake him by his 
shoulders and faced him head-on. "You 
need a drink. Probably a few of them." 
Walking down the corridor, they 
passed several happy couples greeting one 
r 
4 
another with long-awaited kisses after one 
of them had gotten off of a plane. Other 
people were grappling with the turmoil of 
dragging small children and their bulky 
luggage from one end of the airport to the 
other. Some tried to find comfort in the 
jigsaw shape of the chairs in the lounges, 
and those who had given up on sleep and 
comfort now wandered throughout the 
airport aimlessly, their eyes not focusing 
on anything and their mind somewhere 
else. Then there were those individuals 
who moved unswervingly in the same 
direction as Mac and Odys: they staggered 
in a determined, must-make-it stride to 
Animal's, the airport's only bar. 
When they opened the brass­
handled door and went inside, they were 
immediately bombarded by various 
sculptures of �olves, bears, lions, and a 
number of other assorted creatures that 
could belong in a zoo. Postcards depicting 
the wildlife from other states and other 
countries acted as wallpaper in many 
locations, and the head of a boar stared 
from its mounting above the arranged 
liquor bottles on the back of the bar. The 
dim lighting, the feeling that candles, 
instead of light bulbs, were being used, 
shadowed the head so that the eyes 
followed them as they walked past. Many 
of the red-leathered booths were already 
full, so Odys and Mac took a seat at a small 
table along the back wall. 
Just seconds after they hit the
gnawed wood of their chairs, they heard a
sweet, "Welcome to Animal's, fellas. Can I
get you something to drink? We're known
for our drinks, you know."
The redhead, wearing a short black
apron over a pair of even shorter black
shorts and a nametag on her left breast
pocket that read "CIRCE," put smiles on
their weary faces with her cheery eyes,
which they could have sworn were silver.
Even though she'd obviously spent the day
in the bar by the number orders she had
written in her notebook, her skin exuded a
scent of mint and strawberries, and the
men felt themselves drawn to her carefully
glossed lips.
"Um...um...yes, please," Mac
started, caught off guard by the sudden
emergence of this beautiful woman. "I'll
have whatever's on draft."
"Just water for me, please," Odys
replied, trying his hardest not to gawk at
the woman.
Under the table, he felt a hard kick
to his left shin and saw a tapered glare
from Mac.
"Okay, okay. I'll have the same.
Just one, though," he corrected himself.
Circe laughed but shook her head.
"You must be a new-comer to Animal's.
You can never have just one."
Now Odys was intrigued and
involuntarily leaned towards her. "Oh?
And why is that?"
Tilting her own body in, Circe
whispered in his ear, "I guess you'll just
have to wait and find out."
"Perfect," Mac commented,
grinning an obnoxiously wide grin.
Just moments later, the men sat
ogling twenty ounce glasses containing a
drink that had the usual golden tint of any
beer they'd ever had but also added a
burgundy foam on top.
Mac squinted at the glass, curious
but not unwilling to drink it. "What kind
of beer did you say this was?"
With a subtle wink Circe answered,
"Oh, I didn't say what kind it was. It's a
special house beer."
They nodded in acceptance and
began to take their first sips. The foam hit
their parched lips first, somehow tasting
like a deep cabernet, and the beer itself
had hints of the expected barley with a
combined sweetness of a red berry. Fitting
in a category somewhere between beer and
wine, the drink was strangely refreshing,
and the men found that they surprisingly
enjoyed it very much. They looked to the
other tables around them and noticed that
men laughing and talking throughout the
bar also held this strange drink in front of
them. How odd that everyone in the bar
would have the same drink.
"Hey, Mac," Odys said quietly,
motioning with his head to the man sitting
at the next table by himself.
The man had skin tanned from
long days in the open air, and the burly
length of the hair on his face indicated that
he hadn't shaved in several days. The
button-up denim shirt he wore was soiled
with spots of motor grease, confirming to
them that he was some sort of mechanic.
Holding his dark hair out of his face was a
baseball cap, also permanently stained
with dirt and grease, and on his feet was a
pair of artillery boots, the kind they had
seen soldiers wear when they came into
town. Next to his chair lay a brown leather
satchel, but it was hard to tell if he was
coming or departing. In his hand, he held
his glass filled to the top with beer, drops
of condensation trickling down its sides,
but he didn't drink it. Instead, he watched
intently as the drops fell to the table in
small pools. There was a vague water ring
on the table where his glass had been.
Mac bent over the table and
muttered, "Please don't tell me that's what
happens to you when you have to wait in
the airport for too long."
Snickering, Odys took another sip.
Then he said to the strange man, "So, sir,
how long have you been waiting here for
your flight?"
The man shook his head in surprise
but at last let a miniscule grin pass
through his chapped lips.
"I've been here for ten years," he
answered and looked back to his glass,
"but I'm not waiting for a flight."
"Oh," said Mac, nodding. He ran a
hand through his hair and continued, "So
you work here? I mean, I'm sure you don't
just hang out in an airport for fun, right?"
This time, Odys was the one to kick
Mac as he gave him a look with broadened
eyes as if to say, "Maybe he does like to
hang out in airports!"
"My name is Odys," Odys said,
trying to cover up his kick, "and this is
Mac. You'll have to excuse him for being
himself."
The man extended his oil-covered
right hand to their table. "Name's
Daedalus. Yes, I work here. Well, I guess
you can now say that I used to work here.
I built and maintained the small planes."
"But you don't anymore...?" asked
Odys, trailing off.
Daedalus laboriously heaved a
serious sigh. "That is correct, sir. As of
this morning I no longer work for the Salt
Lake City Airport. You don't want to hear
the story, though: it's a long one."
Mac tried not to laugh. "Excuse
me, Daedalus, but you have no idea how
much time we have. We've got plenty to
waste. Please, enlighten us. We're great
listeners."
Odys chimed in, "This is very true,
sir. We have as long as you have."
Daedalus opened his mouth to
speak but was interrupted when their red-
haired beauty came over to check on them.
"You fellas doing alright over
here?" Circe asked.
Mac smiled. "We are doing just
fine, especially now that you are here. In
fact, bring us another round because we
are about to hear a story."
"You got it, sweetheart," she
winked and walked away.
All three men watched her back in
silence until she disappeared through the
kitchen door.
"Anyway," Daedalus began,
breaking their trance, "I suppose I could
tell you what happened. I'll warn you it's
not a happy story, though."
"I think," Mac replied, "that we
figured that much."
Taking a deep breath and angling
himself in their direction, Daedalus took
them back one month and five days, when
he'd still had a job, when he'd still had a
son.
5£>zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz! The drill
sounded from under the plane's wing.
Daedalus had been on his back under the
wing for an hour now, trying to reattach a
piece. In the hot sun, this Swooster 54, a
prototype at best, glistened like a million
diamonds outside the hangar, and it was
as hot as the burners of a stove to the
touch.
"Dad?" Icarus, standing at a tall six




Icarus rolled his eyes. "DAD!"
"Huh! Icarus?" Daedalus said as
he rolled himself out from his domain.
"Yes, Dad," his son answered, "it's
me. I'm going to my flight lesson now. I
will be back before dinner."
Daedalus nodded, "Oh, okay. Have
fun, now. Oh! Don't forget that Marissa is
having dinner with us tonight. She
mentioned something about wanting to
cook for us, so do not forget your manners
on that plane. Got it?"
Marissa, the new wife-to-be, had
quickly become the bane of Icarus'
existence after Daedalus had proposed two
months earlier. From the time he was
four, when his mother had died, Icarus
and Daedalus had lived on their own and
dedicated their days to one another and
their carefree lifestyle. They had been able
to ride into the sunset on Daedalus'
motorcycle, to go camping on a whim, and
to eat pizza seven days in a row without
complaint. Now, at the age of eighteen,
Icarus hated the fact that his father had
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decided to remarry. Not only was he going
to remarry, but he was also going to move
them from their small house in the town of
Crete to a larger one on the other side of
town because Marissa thought that the
neighborhoods were better over there.
Icarus, who had one more year of high
school to complete, would be forced to
leave his friends and everyday life behind
him.
Icarus dropped his head to his
chest as dramatically as he could, uttering,
"Okay, okay. Got it."
Leaving his father to roll back
under his plane, his pride and joy, his
baby, Icarus headed off to the north end of
the airport, where Minos, the flight
instructor, was waiting for him. Minos
had flown fighter jets in the army, like
Daedalus had, but had quickly decided
that it was planes, not the fighting, that he
enjoyed most. Much to Icarus' dismay,
though, Minos was a reserved stickler for
rules and regulations, despite his "cool"
image.
"So, are you ready to see what it's
like sitting in the plane today, Icarus?"
Minos asked through his dark aviator
sunglasses. His genuine enthusiasm for
flying and teaching others to fly oozed
from his words and energy.
"You're actually going to let me fly
the plane today?" Icarus was eagerly
surprised and jumped on the chance.
Minos chuckled. "I said we'd be
sitting in the plane today. This is only
your second lesson, kid, calm down. We'll
see how today goes, and then maybe we'll
go for a short flight next time. Sound
good?"
"That sounds excellent!" Icarus
said as he pulled on his own pair of
glasses. "Let's get going."
Several hours later the bland taste
of green beans replaced the sweet smell of
the airplane fuel and lingered on his
tongue as he stared at a brown lump on his
plate that he thought was supposed to be
meatloaf. For a moment, he thought he
saw it move.
"Mmm," Icarus pursed his lips and
grinned, ignoring the fact that the beans
were overcooked and mushy in his mouth.
"Yum."
"I'm so glad you like it!" beamed
Marissa. "I really don't cook all that often,
but I'm starting to get into it. It can be
kind of fun. I just hope I don't let you two
down. You may have to grin and bear it
with me for awhile."
"It's wonderful, Marissa," Daedalus
assured her as he sat gazing into her eyes.
"I'm afraid that once the three of us are
moved into the new place and living
together, you won't get too much cooking
advice from either of us. We won't
complain too much, either. The two of us
haven't quite mastered the idea of home
cooking together, have we, Icarus?"
"Uh, no..."
"So whatever you make will be
more than welcomed," Daedalus continued
without waiting for Icarus to finish.
Again Marissa smiled. She reached
over the table, which stood in the center of
a half-kitchen, half-dining room with a
bench on either side, and took Daedalus'
fingers in hers.
Not removing her starry eyes from
her fiance's, she said almost absent-
mindedly, "You know, Icarus, your father
is quite an amazing man."
"You don't say" Icarus thought,
wondering what would happen if he got up
from the table. Would they notice? He
didn't think so. Once he'd considered
dancing and singing, though, just to test
the theory.
"I'd always seen the plaques and
trophies awarding him for all of his great
accomplishments in engineering," now she
and Daedalus were both blushing, "but it
wasn't until I went to the airport today to
pick him up that I was in complete awe of
the respect his peers give him. Do you
ever notice that?"
"Is she still speaking to me?" Icarus
asked himself. Deciding he'd best say
something, just in case, he uttered a quick,
"Oh, yes."
She hadn't been lying about the
plaques and trophies. From his seat,
Icarus could see half of a wall in the other
room that had been filled from top to
bottom with Daedalus' accomplishments:
everything from his Medal of Honor from
the war to "Outstanding Achievement in
Engineering" to "Engineer of the Year for
the Salt Lake City Airport." Everything
that the two of them knew had to do with
flying, and it was based on these
accomplishments that he had earned
enough money to survive alone with his
son. With the Swooster 54, again
Daedalus had an opportunity to build his
fame as an engineer. The prototype, when
finished, would hopefully become the new,
smaller, more aerodynamic plane that
would provide an innovative and quicker
way for air travel.
"Hey, Dad...Dad?"
"Yes, son?"
"Any idea when we are going to be
able to go up in the Swooster?" asked
Icarus, hoping that he and his father
would be making a trip into the clouds
together sometime soon. Being the first to
fly the plane would surely get him some
recognition at the airport, as well.
Daedalus frowned, and the light
creases on his forehead deepened. "Well,
Icarus, it's hard to tell. It could be another
week or so. If anything, / will be going up.
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I can't have someone who's inexperienced
up there in the prototype."
"But, Dad!" Icarus interjected.
"I'm taking lessons!"
"You've had a total of two lessons.
That in no way, shape, or form makes you
an experienced pilot."
"But by the time the plane is ready,
which you just said would be another week
or so, 111 have had several more lessons,
and Minos has already said that he's
taking me up on Saturday for my lesson. I
can do it, Dad."
Daedalus promptly turned his
attention back to Marissa, who nodded in
agreement with him but didn't say
anything. "Marissa, can I get you more
wine?"
"Dad!"
"Icarus! I will not talk about this
right now. You are not going to fly that
plane while you are still inexperienced,
and that is final." It was incredible the
way Daedalus was able to reprimand his
son while still delicately carrying a bottle
of chardonnay to the table and pouring
Marissa a small glass.
"Plus," Marissa chimed in, "safety
is the most important aspect of flying.
Your father wouldn't say no unless he was
worried about your safety in the plane. He
would only do what is best for you."
"Or what's best for himself," Icarus
thought gloomily. Instead of saying
anything, though, he scooped up another
fork-full of meatloaf and waited for them
to resume another topic of conversation,
leaving him behind.
Early the next morning Icarus
followed his father to the hangar. It was
Thursday, and Daedalus had time to work
on the Swooster before he was expected to
give attention to other planes in the
airport. The fact was that the Salt Lake
City Airport had commissioned Daedalus
to create the plane, with prospects that his
own achievements would give them the
glory of being the first airport to have a
plane like it. What made the Swooster
different was its small sized engine, fuel
tanks, and wingspan that were amazingly
efficient for their size. Daedalus had often
engaged Icarus in researching and
studying birds for his project and had
easily excited Icarus at the mere potential
of this plane by doing so.
"Need any help?" offered Icarus,
handing a screwdriver to Daedalus, who
was again on his back, working on
tightening the landing gear.
His father looked up. "Actually,
yes. That would be great. I'll even let you
get in the cockpit. How does that sound?"
Icarus' eyes lit up with glints of the
morning sun. "Excellent!"
Climbing the two short steps into
the plane, Icarus felt the leather interior
smooth beneath his fingers. He ducked his
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head and looked around. Besides the two
seats in the cockpit, there were only
fourteen other seats meant for passengers.
Each seat had its own window, one square
foot in size, and there was room for some
storage in the back, separated by a navy
blue curtain. To his right, a narrow metal
door led him into the cockpit, where all of
the controls he had always dreaming of
using, of touching, sat in sparkling
condition.
Icarus cautiously took a seat,
almost afraid to breathe because it might
be the wrong thing to do, and opened the
window so that he could hear his father.
"Now, all I want you to do,"
Daedalus yelled, "is turn on the engine, so
that I can watch some of the gears down
here. Got that?"
Hastily Icarus nodded and gently
turned on the plane's engine. A soft hum
filled his ears, and he could feel the power
under him as the plane slightly vibrated.
Icarus closed his eyes and imagined
himself soaring through the air, over the
ocean, ducking in between the clouds. His
body swayed with the turns, his hands
firmly grabbing the controls.
"Icarus!" his father's booming voice
startled his fantasy.
"Yeah?"
"That's fine. It looks good down
here. You can turn it off now!"
"What else can I do?" Icarus asked
as he reluctantly turned switched off the
engine.
Daedalus shook his head. "At this
point, nothing. I've got a few more gears
I've got to check, and then I've got to put it
away for the day. Other planes do need
my expertise, you know." He winked and
again began inspecting his handiwork on
the left wing.
Icarus sighed. When he was little
his father would buy him plastic planes
and plane parts, promising that he would
be able to help him work on the real planes
when he was older. Now, though,
Daedalus rarely allowed Icarus to handle
the Swooster's cold hardware.
"Hey, Dad?"
"Yeah?"
"Do you think I'll ever be able to fly
the Swooster?" Icarus asked. His voice
cracked slightly.
Daedalus looked up at his son, who
was now coming down the steps and
walking towards him. "Oh, I'm sure you'll
get a chance to fly it once it's all ready and
approved of by the airport. I'll want to
make sure that it's been tested and flown
several times before you get in it.
Wouldn't want you to get into something
you're not ready for, now would I?"
"No," replied Icarus in a soft voice,
"I suppose not." Then he turned around
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and began the long march back inside
across the asphalt.
Once he reached the terminal,
Icarus walked the length of the airport
twice, hanging his head and sulking. He
thrust his hands in his deep pockets and
dragged his tennis shoes along the
carpeted floor as he walked.
"So, who died?" he suddenly heard
a low voice behind him.
Quickly he turned to see Minos,
still wearing his aviator glasses, even
though they were inside, two feet from
him.
"Oh, hi, Minos," Icarus said, "no
one."
Minos tilted his head skeptically.
"Come here. Let's sit down on this bench."
The two took a seat on the padded
bench nearby and watched as people
rushed by them with their luggage.
"Minos," not quite knowing where
he was going with this, Icarus began,
"what do you know about this Swooster 54
that my dad is building? Honestly."
Minos breathed in and out slowly.
"Well, kid, between you and me, I know
it's more dangerous than you dad's letting
on. I also know that he needs to get
someone besides himself to fly it for a
successful test run before Monday. If he
doesn't, they're going to shut him down
and give the assignment to someone else.
The bigger problem is that he can't find
anyone to fly it."
Icarus looked at his instructor with
shock. "He's never mentioned that
before."
"That doesn't surprise me. He's got
a lot of prestige and money riding on the
success of this plane."
"Why won't anyone fly it?"
Minos grinned but didn't respond
for a moment. "Like I said, Icarus, I'm
sure you don't know all the details, but
that plane is not ready to be flown. He
hasn't even tried to get it off the ground
yet, and he's always been having problems
with the weight of the plane. I respect
your father's talent, but even I will not step
a foot on that plane. Whoever does,
though, and has a successful flight, will be
a hero."
Icarus looked down and stared at
his clasped hands. He began to feel his
palms getting sweaty and his heart
pounding like a drum harder and harder
inside his chest. Was it really possible?
Minos' hand patted him on the
back. "Does that help at all, kid?"
The boy nodded and stood up.
"Yes, thanks, Minos. I think I'm going to
go back outside now. I'll see you on
Saturday for our lesson, okay?"
"Sure thing," Minos replied and
left, heading towards the north end.
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With every stride Icarus made, the
more he hastened his speed. He wanted to
run but didn't want to look too suspicious
as he neared the hangar. He would have to
make sure that Daedalus was away
working on other planes...
"Oh, Icarus!" called the guard when
Icarus quickly passed, causing him to halt
with a squeak. "Your father's not out there
anymore. He's over on the other end
doing some maintenance."
Icarus fumbled for the right words
and tried not to sound nervous, though his
throat shook as he spoke. "Oh,
I...uh...uh...I know. I forgot my bag."
"All right, then," replied the guard,
who went back to checking ID's.
The boy rushed out the door to
where he'd left the plane and was
welcomed by the sun's midday glare.
He thought to himself, "Now, if I'm
lucky...and I am." Icarus smiled as he saw
that his father had neglected to put the
plane away, perhaps because he had been
planning to come back to it later. As
casually as possible, he slowed his pace
and offhandedly strolled up to the plane.
A swift turn of the door handle proved that
his father really was forgetful, and he
climbed into the cockpit.
Again Icarus felt himself slide into
the pilot's chair: the leather cool but soft
to the touch, and the pungent smell of
never-used fabric filling his nostrils. He
pulled the seatbelt over his shoulder and
across his chest, checking to tighten it just
in case. Not even sure that the fuel tank
was full, Icarus turned on the engine and
watched as the instrument lights popped
on. Softly he pushed the pedals and
silently moved the plane forward, avoiding
any eye contact with the few individuals
who were also outside working on the
planes.
When he finally entered the
runway, Icarus closed his eyes tightly and
said, "One time quickly over the lake, and
that's it. That's all that we need." He
gripped the lever in front of him harder as
he opened his eyes. As if repeating a
mantra, he continued, "Okay, flaps to
notch one, throttle to full, make sure the
needle lines up in the center of the OBIi
gauge...flaps to notch one, throttle to
full..."
Before he knew what had happened
or what he had done, Icarus was ascending
from the runway and into the air. He
pulled up on the lever and felt lighter and
lighter, still not sure if it was real or if his
eyes were even open. The Swooster
mounted the horizon and cut through the
sunlit sky, reaching five hundred, then
nine hundred, then one thousand feet.
Birds flew behind him in formation, and
he suddenly felt as though he had wings of
his own: he, too, was a bird soaring on an
adventure.
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"Let's see here," Icarus thought
aloud, "adjust the trim until I'm in level
flight. It looks like we're now at five
thousand feet. I guess 111 just stay at this
altitude and hope that's okay."
Ahead of the nose of the Swooster
Icarus caught sight of the glass-looking
surface of the Salt Lake. Suddenly
remembering the radio, he groped for a
switch to turn it on but couldn't find one.
Many of the switches remained unmarked,
and Icarus guessed it was because the
plane, after all, hadn't been approved for
flying yet.
"Oh, well," he shrugged. "I doubt I
need it, anyway."
Back at the airport, Daedalus was
dragged out of his meeting with a pilot by
Joshua, another maintenance worker.
"Joshua, this had better be good!"
Daedalus scorned, his hands sturdy on his
hips.
"Daedalus, I drove over here at
quickly as I could! It's Icarus! He's taken
the Swooster!"
"He WHAT!" roared Daedalus as
he took a step towards the man.
Joshua pointed westward. "I was
outside on the runway and saw him get in
the plane and fly off. He looked like he
was heading for the lake. I thought you
said that plane wasn't ready yet..."
Daedalus grabbed Joshua's shirt
collar and picked him up off the ground.
"Get me to that lake NOW!"
Icarus held his breath as he
rounded the lake. His heart jumped rope
inside him, and he could not stop grinning.
How carefree it felt to fly with the birds!
How he would make his father proud when
he returned! Finally, he would make a
name for himself in the family. What a
shame it would be to take it back home
now, when he was having so much fun
swerving in and out of clouds!
For a moment Icarus considered
taking the Swooster back to the airport
and attempting a landing. Then, though,
seeing the sun break through the clouds
above him, he said, "Let's just see what
this plane can really do!"
Icarus gave a sudden jerk to the
throttle, thrusting the plane upward with
speed he had not yet tried. Up and up he
went, not looking at the cockpit's
instruments to see how the plane was
handling the ascent. Finally he broke
through a massive cumulous cloud. Upon
leveling out the Swooster, though, he saw
the nose of another, larger plane headed
straight for him.
"Oh, no!" he yelled, frantically
moving his arms in all directions, trying to
find a button, a switch, a lever, anything,
that would change his course. He tugged
at the throttle in hopes of reducing it but
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found that the lever would no longer move.
Stuck. Suddenly his entire switchboard
went blank, and every move he made did
nothing; he was stuck! Icarus knew for a
fact that his father hadn't yet installed the
parachute, and he didn't know of any other
safety devices that existed. He tried to
breathe, but couldn't. He tried to think,
but couldn't. He hadn't made it this far in
his lessons yet.
Turning forward again, Icarus
faced the oncoming plane and let go of all
levers, waving his hands in hopes that they
would see him. He closed his eyes and
cried, "I'm sorry!"
Daedalus and Joshua reached the
lake in time to see streams of orange, red,
and yellow fire falling from the clouds.
Scraps of black metal fell like ashes, and
the rancid smell and heat of the blast
carried through their bodies as they
stepped out of the car. Daedalus shrouded
his eyes, still hoping that maybe this
wasn't his son, maybe this wasn't his
plane. Then, as if it had the weightless
grace of a feather, the lifeless body of the
young Icarus came through the clouds and
dipped into a soft splash in the lake.
"NO!" Daedalus screamed.
Without another word or breath he ran to
the water's edge, jumped in, and began to
swim into the billowing wreckage. Joshua
quickly became a silent spectator only
seconds later, as he watched his
companion swimming back, dragging the
dead body of his son in his arms in a
resounding sob.
Amphitheatre at Elojem, Tunisia
